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TERMS.

Cooper’s Clarksburg Rogister is published in
Clarksburg, Va., every. Wednesday morning, at
#2.00 per annum, in ad vance, or ntthe expiration
of arx MoNTIS from the time of subseribing; uftor
which £2.50 will invariably be charged. 1

No subseription will berocoived for u loss po-
riod than six months,

No paper will bo discontinued oxeept at the op-
tion of the praopriotor, until nll arrearages ure
paid up—and those who do not order their puper
to ha discontinued at the ond of their terin of
subseription, will bo considered as desiring to
huva it continuod.

Avvewrisesments will be inserted at $1.00 per
square of twelve lines for the first throe inser-
Lions, and twenty-five cents for ench subsequent
insertion.

A libernl deduction on the nhove rates will be
nuude to these who wlvertise by the year.

No advertisement counted leas thun o SORTre.

The number of insertions must b specitied, or
tho wlvertisement will be continned and charged
avvordingly.

Announcement of eandidates for office $£2.00,

Muarringes and Doaths insertod gratis.

All conununications, to inswre atlention, must
5‘P_:?-mmpuniu-l by the nuthor’s name and post-
Yl

TILE MECIIANIC IIERO.
A TALE OF THE REVOLUTION.
Near Dalworth corner, at the time of
the Revolution, there stood a quict cot-
tage, somewhat retired from the road, un-
der the shade of a stout chestnut tree.—
It was a quiet cottage, nestling away
there in onc corner of the forest road, n
dear home in the wilderness, with sloping
roof, walls of dark gray stone and a case-

ment hidden among vines and {lowers,

On one side, amid ah interval of forest
trees, was seen the rough outlines of a
blacksmith shop. There was a small
garden in frunt, with a brown gravelled
walk and Leds of beauliful lowers. llere,
at the time of the Revolution, there dwelt
i stout, hardy blacksmith working away
in that shady nook of the forest, for war?
What feared he for the peril of times, so
long as his strong arm, ringing that ham-
mer on the anvil, might gain bread for his
wife and child 7 Ab, he cared little for
war—he took little note of the panic that
shook the valley—when some few morn-
inugs before the battle of Brandywine,
while shocing the horse of a Tory Refu-
gee, he vverheard a plot for the surpise
and capture of Washington. The Ame-
rican leader was to be lured into the folds
of the Tories ; his person once in the Brit-
ish enmp, the English General might
send the ** Draitor, Washington,” home
to be wried in London. Now our black-
smith, working away there in that dim
nook of the forest, without earing for bat-
e or war, had sull o snenking “kindness
tor this Mister \Washington, whuse nnme
rang on the lipsofall men.  So one night,
bidding his wile a hasty good bye,
his=ed the babe that ‘reposed on her bos
som, smilingr ns i slept, he hurried away
tu the American cump, and told the slary
to Washington.

[t was morn ere he eame back—it was
the donness of the autumnsl morning that
the Black=mith was pludding his way nlon
the lorest road.

ir
o
Some few prees ahead,

there was an aged oak  standine out in
thie rom) —a uram old veteran ol the fur-
vst thut had stoorld the shoeks of three
hundied years.  Wizht beyond that onk
wits the blacksmith's hame.  With this
thouzght warming his heart, hie hareied on
—he harried on thinking of the ealm
younyg free and mild Blue eyes of Lis wife,

who, the night Lefore, had stood in the |

cottage dove waiving him out of »izht,
with n beekoned good bye—thinking of
that baby who lay smiling, as it slept,
upon her bosom. He harried
trned the bend of the wood, he looked
upuon his home.  AhD what a sight was
there 2 Where, the night before, he ha
left a peacefal cottage, smiling under a
green chestnut tree, in the light of the
setting sun, now wasonly s heap of black
nund smoking embers, and
bLlasted wee.

This was his home !  And

on—Iie |

the breaking day. Yes, as the first gleam
of autumnal dawn broke around that spot,
as the first long stream of sunlight stream-
ed over the peeled skull of that young wife
—she Was that last night—there was a
vow going up to heaven, the vow of a
maddened heart and anguished brain.—
How was that vow kept ? Go to Bran-
dywine, and where the carnage gathers
thickest, where the fighting is most
bloody, and there you may see a stout
stout form striding on, lifting a hammer
into light, where that hammer falls it kills
—where that hammer strikes it crushes.
It is the blacksmith’s form, and the war
ery that he shouts ! It is a mad cry of
vengeance—half howl, half hurrah !—
It is but a fierce yell breaking up
from his leaving chest ! Ah nol
Ah no! It is the name of Mary!
Itis the name of his young wife! O,
Mary, swectest name of woman—name so
soft, so rippling, so musical—name of the
mother of Jesus, made holy by poetry
and religion. How strangely did the
syllables of music ring out from that black-
smith’s lips, as he went murdering on.
“Mary,” he shouts, as he drags that reds
coated trooper from his steed.”  ¢Mary,”
he shouts as his hammer erushes down,
laying that officer in the dust. *“Look!
another ollicer with a gallant face and
form—annother oflicer glitteuing with tin-
sels—clasps the blocksmith by the knee
and begs for mercy. I havea wife—
I bave a wife in yonder England,
spare me.””  The blacksmith, erazed as
he is, trembles, there isa tearin hiseye.
“I would spare you, but there is a form
before me—the form of my dear dead
wife. That formis gone before me all
day, she calls upon me to strike,” the
hammer fell, and then rang ount that
strange warcry, **Mary.”” At last, when
the battle was over, he was found by n
wagoner, who had at least shouldered a
cart whip, in his country’s service. He
was found sitting by the road-side, his
head was sunken, his leg broken and his
life-blood welling from his many wounds.
The stranger would have earried him
from the tield, but the stout blacksmith
refused.  “ You see, neighbor,” he said
in that voice husky with death, ¢ 1 never
meddled with the British until they burn-
ed my home—till they—he could not
speak the outrage; but his wife and  chil-
dren were there before Lis eyes.  ** And
now U've but live minutes lite in me, 1’d
lie to have n shot at the British befure 1
die, d’ye seo that cherry tree ? Place me
j there, give me n powder horn, three ri-
fle balls aud o good rifle, that’s all 1 ask.”
i The

wagoner  granted  his  request;
he lifted him to the foot of the chers
vy tree, he placed the rifle, the balls
and the powder within iis grasp ; then

fwhipping his horses throush the narrow
| path from the summit of the neighboring
Cheighe he looked down upun the last
| scene of the blacksmith's life.  There Ly
| the stout man at the foot of the cherry
] tree,
[ the bank—the blood was streaming from
!I)i-a wounds—he was dying.
he ridsed his head ;
e,

a sound struek his

Continentals.
waiving them onward  with
{the blacksmith loaded his rifle ; with that
peye bright with death he ook the aim ;
“that's for Washington,” he shouted ns
i he fired ; the officer luy quivering on the
[ rond side dust. On, and on came the
{ British, neaver to the cherry tree, the
| Continentals  swept  through the pass ;
Lagain the blacksmith londed—again he
iredo™ That's for Mad Anthony Wayne,”

{ The British now

his head sunk, his leg hanging over |

Saldenly forder to regain & fortune lost during the |
a party of HBritish came rushing along |
Cthe nnrrow with carnage and thirsting for,
blood, they pursued a band of seattered |
An oflicer led the way, |
his sword ;|

DON'T RUN IN DEBT. ‘

Don't run in debt—never mind, never mind,
If thy clothes are faded and torn ;

Fix ’em up, maka themn doj it is better by far,
“Than to havo thio heart weary and worn.

W holl love you the more for the set of your hat,
Or the ruff, or the tio of your shoe,

The shape of your vest, your boots or cravat,
If they know you’re in debt for the new.

Thero's no comfort, I tell you in walking the
streot
In fine clothes, if you know you'r in dobt,
And feol that perchance you some tradesman
may meet
Who will snoer—* they’re not paid for yet.”
Good friends let me beg of yondon’t ruinin dobt,
If the chinirs and the sofus are old—
Thoey will fit your back better than any newset,
Unless they're paid for with gold ;
If the house is too sinall, draw the closer together,
Keep it warm with a hearty good will ;
A big one unpaid for, in all kinds of weather,
Will send to your warm heart o ehill.

Don’t run in debt—now, dear girls, take a hint,
( If'the fushions have changed sinee last season,)
Old Naturo is out in the very same tint,

And old nature we think has.some reason,
But just say toyeur fricnd that yon ecannot attord

To spend time and keep up with the fashion,
That your purse is too light und your honor too

bright
To be turnished with such silly passion.

Gienta don't run in debt—let your friewds, if
they ean,

Tlave fine houses, feathers and flowors,

I ut uuless they are paid for, be moreof 2 mmun
Thun to envy their sun=hiny hours.

[F you'ro money to =parey 1 have nothing to say
To spend your dollars and dines as you please

Butmind you the man who his note s to pay,
I3 the man whols never at ¢ ase,

Kind husbands, don’t run in Jdebt any niore
"Iwill fill your wite's eup full of sorrow,
Tu know that your neighbor may cull at your
door,
With a bill you must seltle to-morrow.
0, tuka my advice—itis good, it is true!
{ But, lest you may some of you doubt it,)
'l whisper a seerct, now soeing "tis you—
I have tried it und know all nbout it.

The chain of w debtor is heavy and cold,
1ts linke arceorrison and rust ;

Gilid it o'er us you will—it is never of gold—
Thun spurn it aside with diagnst.

The wan wha's in debt is too often n slave,
Thevgh his heart may be honest and true

Can he hold up his hewd, and look saucy und

Lirave,

When anote hie ean’t pay becones due #

ADVENTURES OF AN ORPIIAN BOY

A Tule of Love and PPolitics.

. Y YOUNG.

| Towards the latter part of the summer
'of 1840, a lad of prepossessing appear
rance cutered a beautiful town of G G
situnted at the foot of Seneen Lake, near
the centre of New York. Ile had travel-
ed from the Western part of Ohio, where
his father a widower, had died from one
of thuse malignant fevers so common in
[newly settled countries, while overseeing
the cultivation of a large tract of Iund, in

disastrous speculations of 1836.

Deing an only son, and left among
strangers, after the death of his father,
Gieorge Wentworth resolved to leave
Ohio and remove to the State of New
York, for the purpose of tryinghis fortune
in any manner that chance might offer.—
He had passed through the several lowns
and villages on his route, without meet-
anything to attract his attention, till rench-
ine G This fine town, with its
lovely lake and pleasant seenery, struck
his fancy, so hie determined to obtain em-
| ployment, if possible, and make it his fu-

a burnt and |6 conted, as another oflicer bit the dust, | ture home.

to hoist away, he clung ‘on till the flag
fairly reached the top, and then slowly
descended.

The cheers that now rent the air were
terrific—everybody, opposition, “and’ all,
joinicg in with one universal shout.

After the excitement  had somewhat
subsided, Judge S- looked upon the
boy with admiration, andwtook out his
pocketbook to pay the promised reward.

George noticed the action, and exclaim~
ed:
“ Keep your money, sir ; I want no
pay for helping to raise the American
flag."” :

«“ Nobly said, my little man ; wlint is
your name ?’ inquired the Judge.

¢ George Wentworth, sir ; 1 am an or-
phan have just arrived here in search of
employment,”” replied our hero, his bright
eyes glistening with a tear.

““Well, you shall live with me,” ex-
claimed the Judge; ¢ I’ll take care of

you for the future.”
* * ¥

* ® *

Five years passed [rom the time George
Wentworth became o member of his ben-
efactor’s family. In the meantime Judge
5 ———had been defeated by his politi-
cal opponent, and George had been initi-
ated into the mysteries of the “ Art of
Arts.”” Ile had become a gencral favo-
rite with the citizensland was looked upon
as the ndopted son of the Judge. It was
even whispered in private circles_that he
was to be the envied husband of the beau-
tiful and accomplished Ida, the Judge’s
only child.  DBut this, George had not
dared to dream of ; ’tis true he never felt
so happy as when in her presence, and it
did make his muscles twitch to see the
foppish students from the college, swarm
around the unacknowledged idol of his
heart. Poor youthl had he known the real
state of Ida’s feclings, the thought would
have almost turned his brain ; and could
he have interpreted the gieam of joy that
{lashed from her eyes whenever he utter-
ed a-noble sentimenc or sally of wit, it
would have filled his soul with cestacy
and delight.

One fine day in the latter part of June,
Ida, her fither and George, were enjoy-
ing a sail on the lake in their yacht—the
* Swan”’—which had won the * cup” at
the last regatta, under the management
of our hero, who was at present standing
with his hand on the mast gazing at the
beautiful scenery on the opposite shore ;
the Judge held tho tiller, and Ida was
leaning over the side of the boat, trailing
her pretty hand through the clear water
of the lnke, when a sudden gust of wind
carcencd the yacht so that she lost her
balance and fell into thé water. George
Leard the splash made by Ida, and be-
fore the Judge could dtier a ery, he
{had kicked off his light summer shoes,
| and plunged into her rescue. Being a skill-
ful and vigorous swimmer, he cawme up
{ with the struggling girl before her clothes
allowed her, to sink, and entwining ber
waist with his left arm, struck out with
his right, and kept her above water till
the Judge turned the boat and came to
their relief.  In a few momehts they were
safely in the boat again and Ida soon re-
covered from the elfects of her unexpec-
ted bath. The old Judge.embraced George
and exclaimed, with tcars starting from
this eyes—

* God bless you, my dear boy, you
{have saved my daughter’s life, how can
{1 ever repay you 27
l “ By saying nothing about it,”’ replied
George ; 1 owe you now a thousand
fold more than I can ever repay, and I
am too happy in being able to render
even this shight service.””

The lovely Ida could say nothing, her
lieart was overflowing, but she gazed up-

. . enmo rushing to the! \\;hi]e walking along the prineipal street jon ber preserver with an expression that
there stood the blacksmith, gnzinge upon | cherry tree, determined to cut down the of the place—a shady avenue overlooking | told volumes.

Her father observed her

the wreek of his hearthstone—there he | wounded man, who with his face toward (the lake, and on which were located se~ |earnest, loving glance, and began to guess

stood with folded arms nnd moody brow;
butin a moment n smile broke over his
face. e saw it all. In the night his
Lome had taken fire, and been burned to
cinders, but his wife and child had es-
caped—for that he thanked God.  With
the tail of his stout arm, plying there on
the anvil, he would builld n fairer home
for his wile and child, fresh flowers shiould
bloom over the walks, and more lively
vines trail over the casement.  With this
resulve Kindling over his face, the black-
smith stood there, with a cheerful light
beaming upon his large prey eyes, when
a hand was lnid upon his shoulder.
He turned, and beheld the face of a
neighbor. It was n neighbor’s face but
there was an awful agony flashing from
thuse dilating eyes—there was a durk and
terrible mystery  speaking from  thosc
thin lips that moved and moved, but
made no sound.  Ior a moment the far-
mer tried to speak the horror that conval-
sed lis features. At last, forcing the
biacksmith down the brown gra\"cllud
walk, now strown with cinders, he poin-
ted to the smoking embers.  I'hese, these
—amid that heap of black and smoking
ruins, the blacksmith beheld a dark m -3
of burnt flesh blackened bones.
Wile ! shricked the fa
found words, “I'lie 3
in the night, they”—and then he spoke
that courage which the lip quivered to
think on, which the heart grows pnmlizcd-
to tell—that outrage too foul to pame—
*“Your Wife,” he shirieked, pointine to
‘.thal. hideous mnss amid the sumkingbru-
tas. *“ The British, they murderod your
wile ; they flung her dead body ia the
flames ; they dashed your child against
the hearthstone.”” This was the fm?mer'a
story. And there as the light of the
breaking day fell around the spot, there
stood the husband, the father gasing up-
on that mass of flesh and blackened
bones, all that was once his wife! Do
you ask me for the words that trembled
from his white Iips? Do you ask me
for the fire that blazed from his eyes 7—
1 cannot tell you ; but I can tell you that
there was a vow going up to heaven from
that blacksmith's heart | that there was
a clenched haod upraised in the light of

rmer, as his ngony
ritish ! they came

“Your,

them, bleeding ns he was, dealt death
among their ranks. A fuir visazed of-

wind, led them on, the blacksmith
raised his rifle with that hand stilfening
in death, he took the aim, he fired. The
youny Britan fell with a shriek. ¢ And
that,” erie! the blacksmith, in a wvoice
that s4v. (Juhened into a shout, ** and
that’s s -his voice was wone, his shrick
died on his white lips.  His head sunk—
his rille fell. A single word bubbled up
with his death organ. Even now methinks
L hear that word echoing and trembling
there among the rocks of Drandywine,
that word was** Magry.”

"Ax Owp Gestrevax Cuanveo Ov
Twewve Husprep Doutars.—-The gypsics
have stolen 1,200 from an old man
named DPearso of Limerick, Maine. "They
made him believe. that 54,000 was buried
in a pot on his [arm, and persuaded him
to get the 51,200 together, and deposit it
in a small wrunk, to remain in his possesion
six days, while they were working the

000 was hidden. Soon afterward, the
gypsey woman returned, and accused the
clderly greenhorn of opening the trumnk,
thereby defeating ““the charm.”” lle
confessed lie had done so, and that the
gypsey woman counted the money ngain,
and took the key, leaving the trunk and
money, as he thouglt, with Mr. Pearse ;
but at the expiration of the six days he
found that the charm had worked so po-
tently that neither the money nor the
gypsies could be found.

SerLexpIp Girr From Lyoxs To Nrw
Yori.—Mr. ex-Consul Goodrich present-
ed to the city of New York, on Friday, a
magunificent portrait of Washington, wo-
ven in silk, at the silk manufactory of
Messrs Ponson, Philippe & Vibert, at
Lyons, by which firm the novel work of
art, richly framed, was presented to the
city. The work was done in Jacquared
frame, at an expensc of ten thousand dol-
lars, and it is the first likeness of an Amer-
ican thus wrought. The likeness is taken
from Stuart’s painting, and is adwirable.

\

charm to find out the spot where the :34,-‘

veral churches and other fine buildings
]
{—he saw a large crowd of people assems

in front of one ol the principal hotels.—
n approaching the spot he found that it
| was a political meeting held for the pur-
| pose ol raising the pole and making par-
| ty speeches.
|  Our hero forced his way into the crowd
/just as they were raising the ** Stars and
| Stripes,”’
candidates, to the top of the flag-staff.—
The flag had scarcely reached half way,
the enthusiasm being at its height, when
the cord twisted and caught in the little
wheel at the top. They pulled and tried
every way, but were unable to raise or
lower the flag a single inch. The excite-

[ were raised to the half-masted flag. ~ a
. portion of the opposition party, who were
[ gronped a little in the rear of the main
‘body, began to jeer and joke about the
| app-rently bad omen, to the evident dis-
comiiture of their opponents.

At length Judge S

| publisher of the G

, editor and
Journal, then a
candidate for Congress, offered fifty dol-
lars to any person who would climb the
staff and draw the cord through the
wheel. The utmost silence reigned for
several minutes, bit no one advanced to
make the daring trial.

** Will nobody volunteer 2" shouted the
Judge, strongly excited, as a peal of
laughter went up from the ranks of the
opposition.

The chuckle bad scarcely died away,
however, before George,”with his cap and
shoes off, stepped before the Judge, and
with a confident look exclaimed :

** Yes, sir : I'll climb it !”

“You my lad: are you strong enough?”

““ Oh yes, sir : I am used to climbing.”

‘ Then go ahead, my little Spartan,”
said the Judge, at the same time giving
him an encouraging pat on the shoulder.

Steadily, hand over hand, his feet
clutching the pole in 8 manner that pro-
ved him to be an expert climber, George
made hi$ way to the very top of the staff,
which was so slenderthat it swayed to and
fro, with his right hand untwisted the
cord. Shouting fearlessly to those below

with the name of the favorite|

the true state of affairs. He was not pre-
| pared for it, and in silence turned the boat

ficer, with golden hair wavine in the | bled around a newly crected liberty pole, [toward the shore. They soon reached

home,with feelings far different from those
they started with. '

The following morning, George recei-
ved a notice to visit the Judge in his
library.  His heart beat wildly—what
could it mean ?

The Judge had determined to put him
to a scvere test.  As soon as George en-
tered the library he commenced—

‘“ Since becoming an inmate of my fa-
;mily, George, you have conducted your-
'self in an honorable and worthy manner,
| performing every duty cheerfully and neg-
;Iecting none. You are now of age, and
|capable of doing business for yourseif.—

T °F ment and cheering ceased, and all eyes |l have placed five thousand dollars in the

ibank at your disposal ; vou can use this
sum s¢ you think proper, or let it remain
‘on interest, and take charge of my office
|under a salary of fifteen hundred dollars
o year; in either cause you must leave
;my house for the present. What do you
say Lo my proposals ?

George was completely bewildered, and
stammered forth a request to be allowed
a few hours for consideration. This be«
ing granted, he retired to his room and
threw himself on bis bed in a paroxysm
of grief.  Could the Judge have guessed
what be himself had scarcely dared hope?
What right had he to his benefactor’s
daughter and fortune? None ! He wonld
smother his feelings, and earn an honor-
able living by his own exertions.

Various were the rumors set afloat by
the scandal mongers of G , 88 to
the cause of young Wentworth leaving
his patron’s mansion, but their inuendoes
were unheeded. George now devoted
himself wholly to business and study.—
His brow wore a more thoughtful expres-
sion, and his cheeks grew a shade paler.
The Judge acted towardshim in a straight-
forward, frank mauper, yet never address-

d him in the kind, fatherly toties, as has
zeen his wont before the incident that oc-
urred ot the lake. If he chanced to
meet ¥da in his walks, friendly glance and
nod were all that passed ; still he felt

that-Pis looks betrayed him, for the warm
blogd gushed from his loving heart and
-]
y Sl
s
o

tinted his cheeks with the tell tale blush;
and he cherished the pleasing thoughts
that her look was beaming with love and
‘hope. : ;
v i.a-!ittla more than a year had passed
fromithe time George had left the home
of those he loved. It was the eve of an-
other election, excitement ran high, and
Judge S was again a candidate
for Congress. For several weeks a series
of ably written articles, had appesared in
the Judge’s paperss They were addressed
to all classes—farmers, mechanics and la-
borers, The original and vigorous siyle,
clear and convincing arguments, deep
and profound reasoning of these artioles
invariably carried conviction to the par-
ties to whom they were addressed. All
the newspapers of the party in that Con-
gressional District copied them, and cu-~
riosity was on tip-toe to know their author,
as they were simply ‘signed by two little
‘“stars.””  The election passed off and
Judge S was elected by a large
majority. ;

Late one night, while Ida and her fa-
ther were returning from a party given in
honor of his election, they observed a
light in the printing office.  As the es-
tablishment was usually closed at twilight
it appeared strange it.should be lit up at
that hour, so the Judge determined to
learn the cause. Requesting his daugh-
ter to accompany him, they ascended the
stairs and entered the office quickly. A
sight met their gare which caused the
heart of oxe of them to beat violently.—
At the desk, a short distance from the
door, sat George, fast asleep, with his
head resting on his arm.  As Ida's fath-
er stepped forward to awake the sleeper
he observed several political essays lying
open on the desk, and a freshly written ar-
ticle, with the mysterious ** stars’’ attach-
ed. The truth flashed upon the Judge
in a moment, he was indebted to George
for his success !  Ho beckoned to Ida,
who came trembling at his side.—
Just then, they saw by the flickering
lamp, n smile pass over the slumberer’s
face, and’ he muttered the words ** dear
Ida,” in a tender tone.

* Oh, father !” exclaimed the loving
girl affectionately, throwing her arms
around her parent’s neck, ** do let George
come Zome again ; it is surely no sin for
him to love m&!"’

Awakened by the sound of Ida’s voice,
George looked around confused, and as he
saw|lda and her father, endeavored to hide
the manuscript. But the Judge stopped
him by saying, laughingly—

It won't do, young ragcal, you are
fairly oaught, found out—talk in your
sleep, will ye—ha ! ha| Butcome here,
take Ida, and be happy. I know she
loves you! ha ! ba! hal”

George was bewildered and transported’
—he had been awakened from a pleasant
dream to a bright reality.

Matters were soon explained, and the
warm hearted'Judge, alter blessing them
both, promised to see them married be-
fore he started to Washington.

Yankee Ingenunity,

In some of our towns we don’ allow
smoking in the streets—in others we do--
and where it is against law, it is $2 fine
in the general way. - Well, Zeke went
down to Boston to doa little chore of
business there, where this law was, only
he didn’t know it. 8o as soon as he
gets out of the coach, he outs with his
case, takes a cigar, lights it, and walks
on smoking like a furnace fire. Nosoon-
er was this done than up steps a consla-
ble, and say : .

« I'll trouble you for two dollars for
smokin’ again the law on the streets.”

Zeke was quick as & wink on him : says
“smokin’—I warn’t smokin.”’

“Oh my,”” said the constable, ‘‘ how
you talk man, I won’t say you lie, causeii
it ain’t polite, but it is the very way I talk
whenI fib. Didn’t I see you with my
own eyes 7"

** No,”” says Zeke, “‘youdidn’t. Itdon't
always do to believe your own eyes ; they
can’t be depended on more than other
people’s. 1 mevertrust mine, I can as-
sure you—I own I had a cigar in my
mouth, but it was because I like the fla-
vor of tobacco, but not to smoke it. It
don't convene with the free and enlight-
ened citizen of our almighty natioa to
break the law, seein’ that he makes the
law himself, and is his own sovereign and
his own subject too. No, I warn’t smo-
kin,” and if you don’t believe me, try this
cigar yourself, and see if it ain’t so. It
has got no fire in it."”

The constable takes the cigar, puts it
in his own mug, snd draws away, and
out comes the smoke like anything.

“I'll trouble you for two dollars Mr.
High Sheriff's Representative for smokin’
in the strects, do you understand, my old
¢ oon!”

The constable was taken all aback, he
was finely bit, and he asked—** Stranger,
where was you raised ?”

 To Canady line,”” says Zeke.

« Well,” says he, * you are a credit to
vour broughters up. Well, let the fine
drop ; we are about equael, I guess. Let's
liquor ;”” and he took him into a bar and
treated him to a mint julep. It was gen.
erally considered-a great bite that, and T
must say, I don’t think it was bad—deu
you. -

Deara or A Misze.—The Chicago
Press mentions that a few days ago a mi-~
ser, named Grunderson, died in that city
from the effects of the miserable food his
avarice compelled him to eat, end because
he would not take medicines or have a
physician, lest he shouid be called upon
to pay the nse. Since his death it
has been ascertained that he bad - $4,000
deposited in a bank; and owned g%ﬂ:k in
the western %iﬁ-fm_; ‘of the city.  He left
no will, sud had several respéctable chil-
dren; who when he wasill, flocked to bed-
side and reliev

oould._

ed bis sufferings all they
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STORY OF A COURTSHIE
BY MRS. ANN &: STEPHENE; * -0

«* Qome—come,;””, said Muaeﬁf,wm
have been moping .there:long - enough,
nephew, forﬁuipg_ niatters and every-

thing else. Here are the apples waiting,

;- Wwasg.whan the. old sleamer

ery- dmt,w.é.m?n%ghhnht@nmu_rmd;-bn."

= b T T

Ivanhos; Capt:
run from '&Pm' ah t

-Germau, used
to Augustl‘.-zax .

r_u.wi‘nqu;-h y

Our reportey, -

X en the
and no one to hand them arqund, for{Ivanhoe arrived at Augusta,, ’% the

when I once get seated in an easy chair”

—here the good woman gave a smiling
survey of her ample person, which cer-
the chair at” every
ck and cuf¥ing arms

tainly ovarﬂowin%
point, leaving the ba
quite invisible—* it isn’t & Very easy
thing to get up again. - Now bustle about
and while we old women rest ourselves,
you and Julia there, can try your luck
with the apple seeds.” X

*I remember the first time I ever sur
miscd that Mr. Gray had taken a notion
to me, was once when we were nt an ap-
ple-cutting, down in Maine. Somehow,
Mr. Gray had got into my neighborhood
when we ranged around the great bas-
kets of apples. I felt my cheeks burn
the moment he drew his chair so close to
mine ; and took out his jack-knife to be-
gin work. He pared and..I quartered.
I never looked up but once—then his
cheek was redder than mine, and he held
the jack-knife terribly unsteady. By and
by, he got a noble great apple, yellow as
gold, and smooth as a baby’s cheek. I
was looking at his hand sidewise from
under my eys-lashes, and saw that he
was paring it carefully, as if every round
of skin was a stripe of gold. At last he
cut it off at’ the seed end and the soft
ring fell down over his wrist, and I took
the apple from his fingers. ‘g

“ Now,” said he, in a whisper, befid-
ing his hand a little, and raised the “Pl}""
peel carefully with his right hand, “ I'm
just as sure that this will be the first let-
ter of the name I love, as I am that we
are alive.” He began swiftly whirling
the apple-peel around his head ; the com-
pany were busy with one another, and I
was the only person who saw the yellow
links quivering round his head, once,
twice, three times. Then he held it still
a moment and looked right into my oyes.
I held my breath and so did he.

“ Now,” said he and his breath come
out in a quiver, ** what if it should be
your name ?**

I did not ahswer and we both looked
back at the same time. Sure enough it
was the letter 8. No pen ever madé one
niore beautiful. **Just as I expeoted,”
said he, and his oyes grow as bright as
diamonds, ‘just as I oxpected,’” that was
all he said,

* And what answer did you make him,
aunt 7’ asked Robert Otis, who had been
listening with a flushed face. ¢ What
did you say ?"

‘I did’nt speak a word, but quartered
on ns fast as I could. As for Mr. Gay,
he kept paring on like one possessed. 1
thought he would never stop paring, or
speak a word more. By and by, he
stuck the point of his knife into an aﬁplo,
and unwinding the skin from around it,
he handed it to me. It wasa red skin,
I remember, and ocut as smooth as a rib
bon.”

1 should’nt wonder a bit, ifithat drop-
pedinto aletter G.,’" says Mr. Gray, *“Sup-
pose you try it.” :

“Well, I took the red apple skin, and
whirled it three times round my head,
and giown it went on the floor, curled up
into the nicest capital G that you ever
seft your eyes on.

Mr. Gruay, he looked at the letter, and
then sort of sideswise into my face. “B.
G.”" say he, taking up the apple skin and
eating it, as if it had been the first mouth-
ful of a thanks-giving dinner. ¢ How
would you like to see those two letters on
a new set of silver teaspoons 7"

I really believe you could have lita
candle in my face, it burped so; but 1
couldn’t speak more than if 1'd been
Longue-l.ieg-

« But did you never answer about the
spoons ?'* asked Julia.

“ Well, yes, I believe T did the next
Sunday night,”’ said the old lady dumure-
ly, smoothing her apron.

A Redskin: Romanoe.

A private soldier, writing from Fort
Lamarie, mentions the following incidents
of the Massacre of Lieutenant Grattan : I
will give you two facts connected with
the massacre, which I have never seen
in the newspapers. A musician, one of
the party, owned or married a squaw, and
on that unfortunate day, when she saw
danger threatening the troops, she rallied
her father and brother to preserve her
lover. When he fell wounded, she ran
to him to protect him from the arrows, or
perish with him. Her father shot several
arrows in the other Indigps, and was
wounded himself in the zedl defence
of the soldier. Then he sat ‘down and
wept, as he could do no more.

The hostile Indians then rushed on the
soldier, tore him from the embrace of
his squaw, and scalped him before her
eyes.. After this, she could not be pre-
vailed upon to eat or drink, and. starved
to death, dying in nine days, broken-
hearted. The only soldier that reached
here alive was found by an Indian who
instead - of scalping .Him; ministered to
his wants, carried water to his hiding
place, and endeavored to bri-ng him into
the fort in the night, but being unable or
afraid to accomplish his ‘p'm-pou, Tetu
ed back to Mr. %ordeah s house, bearing
the soldier, and" four Indians overioo
him, and wished to kill the ‘wounded
man, or as they said, ‘“ that dog.”  The
reply of the noble friepdly sa

homespun, his coat fiitting 80 tghtly
across his sho: am‘,uh%h ‘hi!;d-!‘:!‘.ﬁ,l
several inches Higher than niture intend-

ed them to hang. His appearanco. gont
| erally would jﬁﬁiq&h *“‘ﬁg‘sﬁm’ 3 gmt\

ly from ;he'lﬁlknfonokq.f ?nd.. 5:‘;'_25@:’{3{-‘5{
time in his life, was' gazing: upon- thin:
pertaining to oivlli:agt?i:.‘ ‘?uﬁgwu‘?'wiﬁ
our boatmen termed:“a comical onstoms
er.”” He had never seen a steamhboat,
nor dreamed of a locomotive. ~ Theaps
pearance of the bridge seemedito be more
than he ¢ould realise as faat, andithe
steamboat unmapned-him.. Oar boatmeén
drew him into conversation, and: were,as
much amused ‘with his remarks as his aps
pearauce. ‘They got.him -on board the
stesmer, and thought they had engsgdnlgl
fun enough for several tripa, One of thé
officers of the boat, named—, was paouli*
arly fond of a practical joke, and deemse
the opportunity too good to be lost, He
assured his comrades that he had a -plan
by which he intended to make Jonny
Green jump overboard. He accordingly
brough: out a hideous looking bowia-knife;
which was in his possession, and, assum-
ing a perfect swashbuokler air, approach-
ed the countryman, saying—** I've found
you at last, my man—1I1've been looking
foryou ;" and throwing himself .into a
position. indicating an assault, had no
sooner got within arm's length of the en?
emy than he found himself stretched up-
on the deck and his knifo in the posses-
sion of the foe, who fell upon him and
gave him a most unmerciful beating—dis-
abling him so as to render it necessary
for him to take to his bed and keop it.
When the countryman had satisfied him-
self that he had given him: enough, he
arose nmidst the nstonished lookers-om,
who had so mistaken his oharacter, and
exclaimed—** Gentlemen, is there any
other MAN in l{t'mr boat o Lookrn’ ¥or Ma?’
They assured him that thiere was nol,
and allowed bim to leave fully  satisfied
that they had got the worst of the joke.

Towa.—A. Correspondent of tho Buffa-
lo'Commerical Advertiser speaks as fol+
lows of this young and growing Stats !

“ Jows, with its 50,000 squarc miled;
was @ perfect wilderneas 24 years ago,
and in 1843 gontained 43,112 inhabitants:
Ten years'later its population is 192,114
—an increase of three huudred and forty<
seven per cent. Five years ago it had
824,680 acros of improved land, and the
value ‘of farms was $16,657,507, In this
young BState there are to-day fifty thou-
sand work horses, a larger nudiber of
mileh cows, and nearly as many workin,

oxen, 8 hundred and seventy thotsun

shoep and five hundred thousand swide;
and tho value of live stook eannot
be much short of five millions of dollars.
It now yields annually npwards of two
million bushels of corn. Towa will cer~
tainly be the}k w York of the West in ags
ricultural point, She has four thousand
square miles of territory more than the
Empire State, and has now only fopr or
five persons to the square mile, whilé New
York has nearly sevenly. Iowa hns a
million and & half acres of good land un-
improved. When all her agricultural ro-
sources are developed, when sho ahips
her hundred million bushels of ¢orn anny+
ally, by one or more of her ‘‘Pacific, raile
roads,” to China and the Islands along the
route, then will the Union feel eariched
by the Iowa link in the bright chain
of Western Commonwealths.” * gui
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Bio Tren.—The Balem (V&) sgister,
says: ‘* We lave recently seen isome
pretty tall brsiging on big iress, but we
think that we had the pleasure not lon
since of ueinionn that takes the shine o
of anything that has yet been spoken of,
Our treo is a sycamore, and stands on an
island in James River, which belongs to
a farm of Col. L. C. Arthur of the count
of Bedford.. The tree is about 36 feet in
circumference at the ground, and gets bud
very little, if any less until it obtains &
height of 25 or 30 feet, at which point
three huge prongs point out, all at {he
same place, either of which alone makes
8 tree of tremendous size, This mam-
moth free is hollow to the height of some
10 or 12 feet, where it appesrs (o be en-
tirely sound. A door Las been cut near
the ground of sufficient sise for & man to
enter without any inconvenjence, and we
understand that more than 30 persons
have been known to be in at the same
time. We know that the inside wotld
make a stall of sufficient size to render a_
horse entirely ecomfortable. Persons
passing up the James River Usual will
find but little insonvenience in getling &

peep at this huge monster.
27~ In Baltimore, just afler a recend
shower, by which the sireets and gut
had been so filled wilhtlur,utom
ﬂaﬂn’ms fo a inconvenietee,
y was in d at one .of the eross-
in(ﬁ-, whsau: yogng-'la;lﬂ_o;..d wl'g more
an 184y od his assist:
L5 “’Sba m-;’m-:g malstic

ance.

« This white man must live, or I must{}”"

die,” and bore him off in safety.

Powpzz.—It is said thas there is but].
one powder making establishment in-ths s

United States that has stock to-fun mo
than sixty days longéer. They my
close then or sooner,
s e o R
Czar of all the Russias for that indi
ublg';ingmd.hn: dient for Saltpe

g
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and await the result Sk




